To have a feeling tast of him that sitts
Beyond the heaven, far more beyond your
witts.

He said, the Musique best thilke powers pleasd
Was jumpe concord between our wit and will:
Where highest notes to godliness are raisdf
.And lowest sinke not downe to iote of ill;
With old true tales he woont mines eares to fill,
How shepheards did of yore, how now they

thrive,

Spoiling their flock, or while twixt the they
strive.

He liked me, but pitied lustfull youth:

His good strong staffe my slippry yeares upbore :

He still hop'd well, because he loved truth:
Till forste to parte, with harte and eyes even

sore,
To worthy Coridon he gave me o'er.
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